THOMAS  CAREW

SECRECY PROTESTED

FEAR not, dear love, that I '11 reveal

Those hours of pleasure we two steal ;

No eye shall see, nor yet the sun

Descry, what thou and I have done.

No ear shall hear our love, but we                          5

Silent as the night will be;

The God of Love himself (whose dart

Did first wound mine and then thy heart)

Shall never know that we can tell

What sweets in stoFn embraces dwell.                   10

This only means may find it out:

If, when I die, physicians doubt

What caus'd my death, and there to view

Of all their judgments which was true,

Rip up my heart, oh then, I fear,                         15

The world will see thy picture there.

A PRAYER TO THE WIND

Go, thou gentle whispering wind,

Bear this sigh, and if thou find

Where my cruel fair doth rest,

Cast it in her snowy breast,,

So, inflam'd by my desire,                                  5

It may set her heart afire.

Those sweet kisses thou shalt gain

Will reward thee for thy pain;

Boldly light upon her lip,

There suck odours, and thence skip                   10

To her bosom; lastly fall

Down, and wander over all.

Range about those ivory hills,

From whose every part distils

Amber dew; there spices grow,                          15

There pure streams of nectar flow;

There perfume thyself, and bring

All those sweets upon thy wing.

As thou return'st, change by thy power

Every weed into a flower;                                 20